You are the scent wherewith your posy's scented,
bloom of its bloom, the wherefore and the whence
of all its sweet, that with your love acquainted
suffers, like me, passion's pale decadence.
And if these flowers are by love demented,
adoring what so far exceeds their sense,
judge if I am divinely discontented
who know by heart your perfect excellence I
But, as the flower's beauty is diurnal
may not, as is the way with woman's kindness,
a single day bring all your love to naught?
Fate, do your worst I My love will be eternal,
unless you overwhelm my eyes with blindness,
and pluck my heart out and uproot all thought.